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Chapter 1: Jumping Bez
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KEVIN NEWMAN’S LITTLE brother Tyler was such a nuisance. Every night, before going to bed, Tyler would ask Kevin for Bez, his teddy bear, and Kevin would say no.

“Why do you want my teddy for anyway?” Kevin would ask. “You've got so many of your own already.”

“Because Bez smiles,” Tyler would answer. “My teddies just sit around and look dumb. They're scary at night, yours isn't.”

Kevin didn’t really need a teddy, I mean, he was nearly nine and so wasn't afraid of the dark... much. It's just that Kevin was used to Bez, he was a comfort, especially when the lights went off... not that he was afraid. He just liked to have Bez with him, to reassure him that the goblins weren't real and there really were no ghosts. Even if he thought he saw them, he knew they weren't real, even if he didn't have Bez.

This night was no different from any other. Little brother Tyler asked for Bez, Kevin said no, Tyler went to bed and Kevin went to bed half an hour later with Bez. As Kevin was lying there in the dark, he looked around the room. The curtains didn't look like spooky ghosts waiting to swoop him as he slept, but Kevin held Bez close; the stuff on his wardrobe didn't look like Goblins waiting to eat him when he slept, but Kevin held Bez even closer; and the dark spaces under the wardrobe didn't really hide monsters that would do terrible stuff to him in the night because Kevin held Bez as close as a teddy can be held. 

Then Kevin fell asleep.

Kevin was disturbed by something sometime during the night. Still half asleep, he reached around his bed for Bez. He didn't feel anything. Maybe Bez had fallen on the floor. He rolled over and looked but he wasn't there. Now at this stage, a younger child would start to get scared, but Kevin was nearly nine, so he—

Something bumped into the back of Kevin's head. Kevin jumped but didn't turn around. There was nothing to be scared of, he told himself. He probably just imagined—

It bumped again.

Kevin rolled on his back and turned his head. What he saw frightened him so much, he couldn't even scream.

Bez was sitting on Kevin's pillow with glowing red eyes and a row of sharp pointy teeth sticking up from his smiling mouth.

Kevin took a deep breath to yell but Bez jumped onto his chest and began bouncing up and down.

Well, everybody knows what to do when being attacked by a monster in the middle of the night, it's easy, and that's exactly what Kevin did. 

He put his head under the covers and yelled. Everybody knows that no night time scary thing can get through a blanket you put over your head, and it has to go away.

But it didn't. The bear kept jumping and Kevin started yelling until his Mum came into the room and turned the light on – which, by the way, is the other sure defence against night time scary things.

“What's going on here,” Kevin's mum growled.

“It's Bez, he's gone crazy,” Kevin said from under his blankets.

“Don't be silly,” his mum said. “Bez is right there on your bed. Get your head out of there and see for yourself.”

“I know he's there, but he's possessed!”

“Where did you hear that word?”

“It was on television.”

“Then perhaps you shouldn't be watching it. Now get your head out from those covers while I'm talking to you.”

“But Bez—”

“I've got him.” 

Kevin felt the bear being taken off his bed. He pulled the blankets off his head. “His eyes were glowing and his teeth—”

“Nonsense,” Kevin's mother said and turned the teddy bear to face Kevin. “You see, just the same stupid smile that he's always had. Dull eyes and no teeth. You just had a dream.” She walked over to Kevin's wardrobe. “I'm going to put Bez on top of the wardrobe for now. You go back to sleep.”

And that's what she did. Once Bez was safely out of the way, she turned the light off and left Kevin to go back to sleep, on his own, in the dark room.

***
[image: ]


LATER THAT NIGHT, KEVIN was awakened again by a noise. This time it was a hollow thumping sound. Kevin immediately put his head under the blankets again, leaving a small opening so he could breathe and see out. It sounded like it was something on the top of his wardrobe, but Kevin didn't want to think about that. 

The thumping continued for a few more seconds. Then it stopped. It stayed stopped for quite a while, so Kevin thought it safe to poke his head out from beneath the blanket. That was a mistake.

Bez was floating above his bed, near the roof. The teddy eyes were glowing red again and he'd regrown his sharp pointy teeth. As soon as the bear saw Kevin, it pounced, straight onto Kevin's chest. The bear bumped him, again and again. Kevin knocked the teddy away and yelled for help. The demon teddy flew away. It bounced off the wall, then off the roof and then back onto Kevin again and kept bouncing. Kevin was sure it was trying to reach his neck, and if it did that, who knew what it would do. Would it try to bite him like a vampire, or rip his throat out like a werewolf, or do something worse?

It seemed to take his mum years to get to his room and turn the light on again, stopping the bouncing bear.

“What is it this time?” his mum asked as she walked into the room. “Kevin, did you climb onto the wardrobe to get your bear again?”

“No Mum. He flew off on his own.”

“Really?” She sounded like she didn't believe him.

“Yes,” Kevin said weakly. “It flew off the top of the wardrobe and hung near the roof and waited for me to look at it before it attacked. I don't know what would have happened if you hadn't come in.” 

“That sounds like a bad dream,” she said. “I think I can fix that with a stint of no television for the week.” 

“Aw mum...”

She took the teddy bear off the bed and went to the drawers in Kevin's wardrobe. She put the bear inside the top drawer and turned to Kevin. “I don't want you taking Bez out of here and I don't want to hear another sound from you tonight.”

“But mum—”

“No, that's enough. I don't want to hear another sound from you tonight. Do you understand?”

“But mum, Bez might—”

“Kevin, you're nearly nine. You should have grown out of this by now.”

“Yes mum,” Kevin said sadly.

She turned the light off and left Kevin to sleep all alone in the dark room again. Nearly nine or not, Kevin didn't get much sleep that night. This was partly because it was uncomfortable to try and sleep with a blanket over his head, but mainly because Bez was making a racket trying to escape the drawer. Even though Bez could fly, he couldn't open a drawer, and that was a relief to Kevin.
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Chapter 2: Call in the Morning
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BENJAMIN RECEIVED A call from Trixie Featherdew early in the morning, really early. It wasn't a call like you'd get from your mother, when she calls you for dinner or out of bed, or one like your mother would get which would be on the telephone. No, it was the kind of call you get when a magical fairy magically transports you out of your warm bed and onto a hard floor in the Fairy Library of Mysteries and Adventures and then unmagically shouts “WAKE UP!” near your ear.

Benjamin woke with a jump. “What's Up!” he answered.

Trixie looked at Benjamin's Mister Amazing onesie.

“It was a birthday present,” Benjamin said as soon as he saw the amused look on Trixie's face.

“There's something happening in one of the story worlds that's having an awful effect here in the Lands of Children and Grown-ups.” Trixie looked very concerned.

“How do you know?” Benjamin asked. 

“We fairies just know.”

“What is it?”

“I don't know, but it's something Benny Boyle is going to have to help fix. I need you to find where this is happening and why.”

Benjamin nodded his head. “How do I do that?”

Trixie shook her head. “I don't know,” she said to him. “All that I know is it’s somewhere on French Street and involves a teddy bear. Can you go there and find out if there's anything strange happening?”

“No,” Benjamin said. “I have school, remember?”

“But this is much more important than school. It's something important. You must realize how important it really is.”

“Three importants is quite important, but my Mum and Dad won't understand. Can I go after school?”

Trixie sighed. “Alright, but make sure you find what it is.”

“I'll look, but since I don't know what I'm looking for, I don't think I will, even if I am there all day.”

“Right,” Trixie said. “Then you'll be alright to find it. Good.”

Before Benjamin could say anything she waved her librarian's pencil and Benjamin was back on his bed. Well, nearly. Trixie always made sure she sent him back a short distance from his bed so he didn't end up inside the mattress, which always caused Benjamin to drop onto the bed with a noise that always woke his mum and always got him in trouble.

“Benjamin!” his mother screamed.

“Sorry Mum!” he called back.

Some days it just wasn't fun being the Story Book Detective.

***
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SCHOOL WAS JUST SCHOOL, nothing exciting. Benjamin was preoccupied wondering about the problem that had Trixie wake him that morning. He knew he should go home immediately after school, but the thought of another Benny Boyle mystery drew him to French Street. It couldn't take long to find the problem, after all, it was a small dead-end street with only a few houses, and it was practically on his way home.

Benjamin made his way to French Street, only to be disappointed when he arrived. It looked extremely ordinary. No giant teddies
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